The Highwayman
 
The wind was a torrent of darkness in the blusterous wind; the moon was a ghostly galleon. A figure appeared in the distance – the Highwayman. Swaying in the bitter cold air, gusty trees danced in a most peculiar way. The road was a ribbon on the hazy, violet moor; rave black shadows lead the way. 
The highwayman came riding, riding, riding. Tlot. Tlot. Tlot. The highwayman came riding, up to the old inn door. A French cocked hat on his forehead, a bunch of lace at his chin. Velvet coat and breeches he wore. They fitted with never a wrinkle, his amber, leather boots were up to his thighs. They were a snug fit. His rapier hilt a-twinkle, under the sparkled, jewelled sky. 
     Clashing into the dark inn – yard, he tapped with his whip on the shutters, but they were all locked and barred. Confused and befuddled, he decided to whistle a love melody to the landlord’s black – eyed daughter, Bess the landlord’s daughter. Plaiting a dark red love – knot into her long dark hair, Bess heard the noise and could not refuse to open the shutter.  
   At the dark inn – yard the stable – wicket creaked, where Tom the ostler sat listening, his face pale and peaked. His eyes were hollows of madness. His madness became anger, his anger became rage; he sat as still as a statue, as dumb as a dog. He loved the landlord’s daughter. He loved Bess. Listening intensely, he heard the robber say – “One kiss, my bonny sweetheart, I’m after a prize tonight. I shall be back with the gold before the morning light; if they catch me, then look for me by moonlight, watch for me by moonlight, I’ll come to thee by moonlight, though hell should bar the way.” Unbeknown  to the clandestine couple, Tim was thirsty for revenge. 
     Getting up, he could scare reach her hand. She hung her hair out of the casement and it came cascading down. Her hair went across his chest and he kissed it gently. He tugged at the reins in the moonlight, and galloped away to the west.  
     He did not come at dawn. He did not come at noon. He did not come at dusk when the road was a ribbon, on the violet moor.  
A red – coat troop came marching, marching, marching. King George’s men came marching up to the old – inn door. They kept quiet and said no word, instead guzzled the landlord’s amber ale. They gagged Bess and tied her to the bed. Two of them knelt down by the casement with muskets at their sides!  
    The clock struck midnight and the highwayman came riding, riding, riding. Her love was coming, she wanted to do to save him. An idea dawned upon her - she had an idea, a dangerous idea, a dangerous idea indeed; she would have to sacrifice her life for her love.  
Picking up a musket, BANG!!! Bess lay in a pool of her own crimson blood. 
At once the highwayman heard the noise, he had known what had happened, turning around to flee, a tingle of pain swirled down his spine. BANG!!! He was dead. They were both dead.  
     Although they are no longer, there are still talks and hearsay about their spirits that still roam at the old inn door. Tlot. Tlot. Tlot. 
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The Highwayman

The wind was bitterly cold. The moon was a faded vessel in the navy-blue sky. The road was a moonlit corridor dividing two sections of the bumpy moor. Tlot, tlot what could they hear? Tlot, tlot went the highwayman’s horse galloping down the corridor. His eyes still show of the robbery’s no one knew of. Holding his rifle in one hand, careful not to pull the trigger he held his rapier in the other using his feet to steady himself. The highwayman came riding, riding, riding on the way to his love. His love, a landlord’s daughter - Bess.  
He had a French cocked-hat with a pearl coloured feather sticking out of it. His trousers fitted without a single wrinkle in them. His leather boots were up to his knees where they met his blood red silk coat. His gun reflected a blinding twinkle, his rapier flashed small sparkles when the moon in the star fractured sky hit it as he rode up to the window of his beloved darling Bess. 
When he tapped on the window, no reply came. When this happened, he started to whistle a tune his love could not resist. Her casement opened as she was plaiting a love knot in her dark, silky hair. Her casement was too high up for her love to reach so instead she let her hair come cascading down.
The highwayman told her that he would go and bring her a prize – “I love you my darling so watch for me by moonlight, watch for me by dawn, watch for me by the noon sun and watch for me by the next moonlight. I will be back my love with gold and jewels.”
While he said this Tim (the ostler) was listening in. His face grew red in anger because he loved Bess. This made him tell the red coats (St George’s men) that a robber would be here tonight. 
The highwayman did not come at dawn nor at noon. His little bonny sweetheart started to worry. 
In the distance, she heard marching. Marching came again. Then again and again until they had reached the old inn door. They pushed open the old inn door. Although they were interrogated over and over again, they said nothing. What they did instead was drink the landlord’s ale.  
Racing up the stairs, the men ran to Bess’ room and gagged and bound her to her bed. She felt a cold piece of metal touch her waist and someone whisper in her ear saying: “If you move, we shoot.” 
[bookmark: _GoBack]When the clock struck midnight, she heard it - the horse hooves tapping the ground. She thought of a plan. It was to sacrifice herself. She took one last breath and moved her finger. BANG! 
The highwayman knew what had happened. He raced down the path but it was too late. The rifle had been fired and a tingle rippled down his spine. He lay there in a pool of his own crimson blood. 
It did not end there though – rumours say their spirits still meet late in the night. That is what we are told… 
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